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Windham,, gone the way of all flesh, and like other
frail women fallen at the first summons of flattery/

* Park Street: Wednesday, June 17, 1789.

c I sent you a letter yesterday from Sheen, where I
slept the night before, and dined at the Palmerstons'
with a large party. The weather is extremely pleasant,
and I find even that distance from London so refreshing,
that I have gone there as frequently as I could of late,
having three houses open to me; the Palmerstons,
Culverdens, and Francises, besides Adam's in Richmond
Park, within a half of a mile. ... I wrote to you
yesterday under a great horse-chestnut tree in Culver-
den's garden; the hay was making all round me, and
the sun very bright, though I was perfectly sheltered.
Everything is sweetness itself, even within eight miles
of London; and I enjoy these occasional grazings ex-
tremely, although you despise our cockney ruralities
among your glens and burns and cascades and woody
banks. But Sheen and Richmond Park are both more
rustic than Westminster Hall or Petty France. The
life at Sheen is certainly not over rural, being very
junkety? but that cannot be avoided in Surrey or
Middlesex, much less in any place inhabited by the
Palmerstons or any of their family. The hay is mostly
got in hereabouts.

c I received another letter from you on Wednesday,
and am now convinced that you are fallen desperately
in love, for GHHsland has become suddenly quite a Garden
of Eden, and I know no way of improving a country so